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ABSTRACT 
 
 
 
 
These Forces Of Violence 
 
It is Saturday night, again. The curtains are drawn, the door is locked and an old 
couple watch TV, the husband counting the minutes until he and his wife are 
‘officially tired’ and the night can begin properly. But someone is coming home 
tonight at 10 o’clock who will turn this Saturday night into Sunday morning for the 
first time in a long time. And that which had stopped will start again, in another time 
and place. 
 
 
 
 
Critical Analysis 
 
In this essay I attempt a rationale for the play. I look at its origins, the use of several 
dramatic conventions (specifically story and plot, time and space and character) and I 
reflect on the creative process. 
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A Critical Analysis of These Forces Of Violence 
 
 
 
Inspiration 
 
 
From the moment of birth…the baby is subjected to these forces of violence, 
called love, as its mother and father have been, and their parents and their 
parents before them. These forces are mainly concerned with destroying its 
potentialities. This enterprise is on the whole successful.  
 
R.D. Laing. 
 
 
Laing’s words were the initial impetus to write These Forces Of Violence; the 
attraction being that creating and nurturing new life, a new person, by means of loving 
them could be destructive – a force of violence called love. It is intended to be a play 
about love. 
 
Laing was a pioneering psychiatrist of the 1960’s who developed the idea that 
allowing those suffering with severe emotional and mental distress to ‘live through it’ 
might have a positive effect for them. Daniel Burston quoted in The Observer says of 
Laing 
 
The general view of [his] theories within psychiatry is that they are the 
product of a wild, utopian, romantic imagination – or interesting as museum 
artefacts but of no contemporary relevance. 
 
(2009). 
 
Despite this view some of Laing’s ideas have been exploited for theatrical effect in 
the play and used to lend it some of its spectacle. Most notably those on ‘engulfment’, 
a form of anxiety encountered by the ontologically insecure person in which 
 
There are many images used to describe related ways in which identity is 
threatened (…) The image of fire recurs repeatedly. Fire may be the uncertain 
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flickering of the individual’s own inner aliveness. It may be a destructive alien 
power which will devastate him. Some psychotics say in the acute phase that 
they are on fire, that their bodies are being burned up. 
 
(Laing, 1960, p. 45). 
 
In the previous draft the action of the central Act was located in The Son’s burnt out 
bedroom, symbolising his mental state. In the current version of the play fire is the 
method by which An Other urges him to destroy his parents’ home (and this reality) 
and it is finally the way in which The Son commits suicide and is ‘released’ and 
‘releases’ his parents. Fire is a destructive force but here it is also a cleansing one and 
for a time the play was subtitled ‘A Purging.’ 
 
Early on in the playwriting programme April de Angelis (October 13 2008) gave a 
workshop and suggested that, to find material, one might search for ‘the transgressor,’ 
asking, ‘if a significant boundary is crossed’ is this a play? She spoke about the 
energy that is created when pressure is put on a character and the nature of the 
transgression being able to ‘illuminate the nature of that world.’ I was attracted to her 
idea that ‘the boundary being crossed has significance for the one who crosses it’ and 
I took almost as an exhortation her words ‘explore something dangerous…write 
something you wouldn’t want your mother to read.’ The Son is the transgressor of the 
play, his border is that of sanity and madness, his transgression in the previous draft 
was incest but now it is suicide in his attempt to find an identity and security. In this 
current version of the play the story concerns The Son’s journey from a static interior 
where he has ‘stopped’ (p. 82) to a place where he can begin again. As An Other told 
him in the previous draft, ‘You can stay or you can come back. But things aren’t 
going to be the same. (Beat.) If you’re lucky.’ (2009, p. 73). 
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In the current version of the play The Son crosses a border by means of his ‘suicide’ 
and emerges to another time and another place where the cycle of repetition has 
ended. This Saturday evening finally becomes Sunday morning ‘For the first time.’ 
(p. 99).  
 
 
 
The offer to the audience 
 
 
Steve Waters asked the question ‘What is the theatrical offer to an audience in These 
Forces Of Violence? Why should they continue to watch? What is there to make an 
audience go on this journey?’ (10 February 2009).  
 
Previously there was little coherent narrative in the play; it was lengthy, unclear and 
repetitious. In the play as it is now the narrative is better excavated and the dramatic 
structure adheres more traditionally to what an audience may expect.  
 
In the play one possible (alarming) absence is the inciting incident, ‘the point where 
the protagonist embarks on a gamble and embraces the challenge set to him or her by 
the narrative.’ (Fountain, 2007, p. 52). This may be obliquely signalled by The Son’s 
actions at the very start of the play. The world of the play is a static one at the opening 
and The Son only embraces ‘the gamble’ late on with his suicide. The Son believes he 
knows this place but in fact I have tried to make him an unknowing stranger in a 
strange land. When The Son finally decides to kill himself hopefully an audience 
would see this as a logical choice based on what they know of him so far. As Fountain 
says: ‘If you fail in this the audience’s trust in you will break down.’ (2007, p. 56). 
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 In the play there is a clear first act climax when The Son reluctantly agrees to ‘fuck 
all this up’ because the violence of his situation is becoming too much and ‘because 
then you can move on. You do want to move on don’t you?’ (p. 73). This is a point of 
major change which is supposed to retain the audience’s engagement, the moment 
when The Son has ‘committed to a course of action which the audience sense will 
ultimately cause them big problems.’ (Fountain, 2007, p. 58), and make them ‘stick 
around’ to find out what the consequences of that will be. 
 
The play is then structured so that the pressure is maintained on The Son (he 
discovers brick walls at the door and the window, and his world starts to shift). The 
parents’ recollection of The Son’s birth (p. 93) and The Father’s telling of the ‘old 
joke’ (p. 96) propel The Son towards the crisis of the story. Fountain describes the 
crisis as ‘a difficult decision requiring courage, created by the story, and offering gain 
as well as pain.’ (2007, p. 60). He also writes that it should lead ‘organically to the 
climax.’ (2007, p. 61). The climax finds its form in the monologue that is the final 
part of the play and ‘If the crisis is the day of reckoning, then the climax is the day 
after!’ (Fountain, 2007, p. 61). In this play it is not only a different day but a different 
world, inhabited by a different person. 
 
In The Playwright’s Guidebook  Stuart Spencer talks about the event of a play 
occurring within a character’s head: 
 
The event is a thing of the mind. That is why Aristotle called it the 
‘recognition.’ He meant that it is a recognition of the truth, that the character 
has travelled from ignorance to knowledge. 
 
(2002, p. 88). 
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The Son experiences this moment of recognition but in a passive manner: he has run 
out of words and refuses to burn everything, drawing his knees to his chest in an 
attempt to withdraw even further (p. 93). Despite this the event in the play is clearly 
signalled (when The Son soaks everything in petrol) and results from the preceding 
action and conflict in the drama. The Son’s realisation is precipitated by the other 
characters. 
 
Mamet has written that ‘The task of the playwright is to make the audience wonder 
what is going to happen next. That’s it.’ (2010, p. 125). It is intended that an audience 
would wonder at the world created at the opening of the play and start to ask 
questions (Where are we? Who is this person? Where is he going? What happens 
when the parents are ‘tired’? Will they go to bed? Who is breaking in? What does The 
Son want? Who is An Other? What is the thing that The Son said he would do?). Each 
of these questions is answered in the course of the play and as they are I have 
attempted to set up other questions to keep the audience wondering what is going to 
happen next (Will The Son burn everything? What is this house if it is not a house? 
Why are the parents frustrated with The Son? If The Son kills himself what will 
happen to him? What has happened here tonight? Where are we now?). 
 
It is not my intention to alienate an audience. I want them to be engaged, so the 
questions are: where do they sympathise, who are they interested in, why should they 
care? It is The Son’s journey that is at the heart of the play, from dis-ease through 
madness and out to ‘sanity’ and to a place where he finds a voice. As a character he is 
reprehensible but his journey from ignorance to self knowledge and the choice he 
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makes - partly forced upon him, partly chosen - is intended to satisfy the interest and 
expectations of an audience. 
 
I believe theatre should to some extent discomfort an audience, it should offer an 
experience unlike any other ‘entertainment’ and an insight into areas perhaps 
previously unknown or unexplored. In this play it was my intention to offer an 
extreme experience; to shock, to appal, to evoke feelings of pity but also to make an 
audience laugh – there is humour to be found in the worst of situations. The vicarious 
experience theatre offers can be immensely powerful; the possible difficulty with this 
play is that an audience may refuse to engage. I will now look at the conventions of 
dramatic structure I have used to try and encourage an audience to go on the journey. 
 
 
 
Dramatic conventions 
 
 
Story and plot 
 
David Edgar (after the Russian formalists) describes story as ‘the bare, chronological 
succession of events drawn on in a fiction’ and plot as ‘the events as they are ordered 
and connected.’ He goes on to say that ‘this ordering estranges the raw material, and 
draws attention to its underlying meaning.’ (2009, p. 19). 
 
The story of These Forces Of Violence concerns two parents and their son. The Son 
has ‘stopped’ and may have had a breakdown. He returns home one Saturday night 
and disrupts their sedate lives. He has returned with An Other who aids his realisation 
that this life is unreal and unsustainable. The Son has invoked this figure because he 
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knows unconsciously that things cannot remain as they are. Finally The Son sets fire 
to himself and is released to a different reality. That is the surface layer of story. The 
idea behind the story is that The Son’s life as witnessed by the audience in parts one 
and two is in some sense unreal. It is real for The Son because he is trapped in this 
stasis, has peopled it with an idea of his parents and is condemned to exist in that 
world until he finally does something new. The moment he finally decides to do this 
thing that he has never done before his world changes.  
 
The story is hopefully clearer in this version of the play. The Son has inhabited this 
place for years, he does the same things, he makes his parents say and do the same 
things all of the time (ostensibly Saturday night); it is his construction. This night, 
however, An Other (who is a facet of The Son, part of his fractured psyche) together 
with the ‘trace’ of his parents that somehow inhabits his grotesque idea of them, help 
him to do something for the first time. As a result of his suicide both The Son and his 
parents are ‘released’ and An Other having served his function has gone. The Son 
finds himself in a different place where he has a name, is learning to do things all over 
again and where his parents have been caring for him (pp. 101-103). This new place is 
possibly a hospital but a different interpretation – and one that is more pleasing and 
interesting to me – is that it may also be a different reality. It may be death, heaven, 
hell, or an interior that The Son has yet to explore.  
 
The story has more linearity than previous versions and seems more comprehensible, 
there is intended to be cause and effect to push the action forward. The play begins in 
medias res but a failure of plotting may be that the inciting incident has already 
happened offstage. I have attempted to counter this possible structural flaw by using 
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The Son’s appearance at the opening of the play as an indication of the concerns of 
the piece and to foreshadow him as the protagonist. This is a conscious plotting 
decision taken to immerse the audience immediately in the world of The Son. I hope 
an audience would immediately be questioning what is going on when, after looking 
out of the window, The Son draws the curtains, locks up and immediately leaves at 
the beginning of the play. He has started his journey, wanting to leave but unable to 
do so. Saturday night is happening again. 
 
In terms of plot the play contains two breaks in its action between the three parts. The 
time elapsed between parts one and two is long enough for The Son to have started 
moving the furniture having been urged on by An Other at the end of part one. This 
may possibly seem unnecessary but the intention was to show a commitment on 
behalf of The Son to do what An Other has told him. But why does this happen in the 
break? Surely seeing The Son decide to do this would be more dramatic – action 
being about decision and an audience expecting to see choices being made. I think its 
use is necessary in terms of the structure of the play - part one is quite lengthy and it 
offers a break in the story - and it also is a natural result of The Son’s commitment to 
do what he believes needs to be done. 
 
Parts one and two are recognisably connected, they occur in the same place with a 
short time lapse. Part three occurs in a different time and place altogether, but again 
one hopes that it appears obviously connected to that which has gone before and 
indeed could not have happened without the previous parts. I have tried to construct 
the play with a consideration of, if not the probable, then the possible nature of the 
succession of scenes. The Son had to go somewhere else after the second part and his 
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destination in part three is certainly a strong possibility; it was necessary for him to be 
somewhere else. 
 
 
Space and time 
 
 
This play has a three part structure. In parts one and two the action is located in ‘A 
home.’ The time in part one is ‘Saturday night. Then.’ In part two it is still ‘Then’ but 
now ‘Early Sunday morning.’ In the third part the action has shifted to ‘Another time. 
Another place.’ These indications of time and place are purposely vague because 
there is an uncertainty about the reality that the characters inhabit. Even after The Son 
has killed himself he emerges to a different reality where he is changed and has to 
learn to speak all over again. It might perhaps lessen the play to make definitive 
statements on the nature of its meaning but it is clear that The Son has finally done 
something for the first time and as a result finds himself in new territory at the end of 
the play; he has gone on a journey possibly from inside to outside, madness to sanity 
or from hell to heaven. The third part is intended to throw into relief the previous two 
and the shift in time and place is intended to aid that. This is David Mamet: 
 
 
Drama is not an attempt on the part of the dramatist to clarify but rather to 
present, in its unfiltered, disturbing form, the hunt of the individual (the 
protagonist) such that in its perfect form (tragedy), the end of the play reveals 
the folly of the hero’s (and so the audience’s) assumptions about the world and 
himself. 
 
(2010, p. 23). 
 
 
In the play The Son is in search of something but for the majority of the time he does 
not know what it is. When he finally ‘acts’ and the hunt is over a new world is 
revealed to him, the old one is gone, as is his old self and his folly is evident. The new 
 10
world is signified only by the stage direction ‘Hazy light.’ (p. 101). It is a conscious 
decision to have this place vaguely evoked because The Son is new to it and in the 
process of becoming familiar with this world and his situation. This shift in space and 
time is intended to return the audience to the first two parts of the play and invite 
them to reconsider the events. 
 
In this current version there remain the two scenes that were originally located in ‘the 
threshold.’ They could have been excised but seemed integral to the play especially 
now that The Son becomes aware at the end of part two that a trace of his parents are 
there with him, that they are aware (as their ‘true’ selves) of the things he makes them 
do and say. 
 
Previously, the physical space of the threshold was not delineated. It was ‘indistinct’ 
by its very nature but for it to be more effective it may have been beneficial to think 
of the nature of this world between worlds and the placing of the threshold scenes in 
the play. In the workshop reading, for example, the director and actors explored the 
possibility of what was said in the threshold informing the actions and motivations of 
The Mother and The Father in the family room. This thought is carried over in the 
current version where the characters have a direct knowledge of what they are saying 
and doing, even if they are not choosing to say or do those things. Director Rob 
Cameron also suggested that deeper thinking about the threshold such as ‘when and 
why is it used’ would prevent the ‘confusion of the audience risking disengagement.’ 
(22 June 2009).  
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The two scenes are used as memories of The Son, in all likelihood false ones. This is 
what he tortures himself with. The information contained in these scenes may have 
been better presented in different ways, possibly as naturalistic exchanges between the 
parents or ‘flashbacks’ to their honeymoon or Butlins holiday.  
 
In this draft I believe these scenes may still confuse an audience but I have attempted 
to ease the movement into them. They are introduced with a flickering of the lights 
and An Other talking about energy ‘going to another place.’ (p. 68). This feels 
unsatisfying but the intention was to find a way in which The Son could experience 
this discomfort in a way that at least approaches the theatrical. Their cumulative effect 
is hopefully realised towards the end of part two when The Son realises what has been 
happening. 
 
The concentration of the action in a single set is intended to maintain the pressure on 
The Son. It also functions ironically in that one’s home should be a safe, comfortable 
place where one feels at ease and most relaxed but in this play it is an arena of 
violence. The idea of the liminal zone, which according to Edgar (2009, p. 73) is ‘a 
space in which the lies are exposed, the disguises are tested and the truth of who 
people are is ultimately revealed’ was explored in the previous draft when, in Act 2, 
The Son literally ‘went inside’, the shift symbolised by his burnt out bedroom. In this 
current version we are ‘inside’ from the very beginning but only fully realise this at 
the end of the play. I hope this is not too large a demand placed on the audience. The 
‘family room’ of the first two parts should be a safe, protective and protected 
environment but ironically the familiar and the familial are where the lies, the 
disguises and the truth are exposed, tested and revealed.  
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Character 
 
In So You Want To Be A Playwright? Tim Fountain defines character in this way: 
 
 
Character [is] decision under pressure. Characters are not what they say they 
are, but what they do, and what they do is prompted by the decisions the 
narrative and the other characters force them to make (…) Character only 
emerges through action, and action is decision under pressure.  
 
(2007, p.10). 
 
The world of the play is constructed so as to put pressure on The Son, be it the parents 
not wanting him to stay, An Other making him ‘seal this place up’ (p. 82), or the fact 
that the house is not a house, the door not a door. The energy that The Son expends 
trying to hold onto this reality has to finally be released and it is when The Son kills 
himself, forced into action by the other characters. The characters are energies and 
psychic forces of The Son and it is these forces that are fighting each other, these 
forces of violence called love. 
 
The Son is in conflict throughout the play and the nature of that conflict is of the three 
types identified by Fountain (2007, pp. 10-11). They are: Inner conflict (between the 
person and themselves), Inter-personal conflict (between people and others) and 
Extra-personal conflict (between people and their world). 
 
The Son’s character is ultimately revealed in his decision to do what he knows he has 
to. He soaks himself in petrol and sets himself on fire (An Other throws the match, but 
he is a part of The Son.) The pressure has built throughout the second part and 
reached its highest intensity with the telling of the old joke by The Father (p. 96). The 
Son finally understands his predicament and accepts as necessary the need to end this. 
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He finally recognises the tragedy of his situation and it is because of the love that he 
has for his parents and the regret he feels for the previous constraints he has 
suspended them in that he acts. The act is a redemptive one and it is undertaken 
selflessly, the fact that he has taken so long to do it is the sadness at the centre of the 
play. 
 
An Other has a specific function in the story and the construction of the play. He was 
originally conceived in response to Laing’s observations on ‘the false self system.’ 
 
...what is called psychosis is sometimes the sudden removal of the veil of the 
false self, which had been serving to maintain an outer behavioural normality 
that may, long ago, have failed to be any reflection of the state of affairs in the 
secret self.   
 
(1960, pp. 99-100). 
 
 
This idea is retained in the current draft where it is more overt that An Other is part of 
The Son’s self. (p. 86) and The Son is an unknowing puppeteer of the other 
characters. An Other was intended as a catalytic force without whom the drama would 
not unfold. In this current version this role is lessened, but he still moves The Son 
forward revealing himself as part of The Son and urging The Son on, finally 
providing the match to set The Son on fire. 
 
The Son has already suffered some kind of breakdown, ‘stopping’ fifteen years ago 
and arriving here trying desperately but perhaps unconsciously to ‘retain this veil’. An 
Other is a manifestation of that self. After the June workshop Neil Grutchfield of the 
Hampstead Theatre, London wrote ‘I have a doubt whether ‘An Other’ is dramatically 
active if he’s banging at the doors of the other characters and all are deaf to him.’ (15 
June 2009). 
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 In this draft he seems more active: he has a goal (to make The Son end this) and there 
is an obstacle to his achieving it – The Son. The extent to which he has anything to 
lose, however, may still be questionable. One could imagine An Other’s eternally 
attempting to make The Son ‘Do this thing.’ (pp. 82-83) with little personal loss since 
he is a psychic force to which laws of time and space may not apply. The Mother and 
Father say they neither see An Other nor hear him but this is revealed as an untruth at 
the end of the play. I hope that An Other has some air of mystery. His entrance is 
marked with the stage direction ‘immediately ‘at home’’ (p. 63). He is the most 
‘unreal’ character but paradoxically he is configured so as to have an authority and 
solidity unlike the others; he knows where we are and what is happening – he has a 
map for this territory. He forces The Son to study him and then admits his identity as 
a part of The Son ‘Good to meet you.’ (p. 86). 
 
The Mother and The Father have had violence done to them too, they are an ordinary 
couple experiencing the extra-ordinary and it is intended that an audience would 
sympathise with them. They have a self awareness throughout the play but this is only 
revealed to the audience at the climax when the trace of their ‘real’ selves is revealed 
briefly and their frustration with The Son and their sadness becomes apparent (pp. 93-
95). 
 
The characters in the play are psychic energies made manifest. This creates a problem 
of status for them and may muddy the play. If they are all constructs of The Son what 
degree of autonomy do they actually have, and does that risk confusing or alienating 
the audience? All of them are parts of the whole, pieces of the fractured psyche of The 
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Son. He is talking to himself but despite this I have allowed the parents to express 
knowledge of their situation, almost as if their real psychic force is somehow present 
within The Son’s mind.  
 
 
 
The writing process 
 
 
Mamet says ‘A play is not about nice things happening to nice people. A play is about 
rather terrible things happening to people who are as nice or not as nice as we 
ourselves are.’(1998, p. 59). 
 
This play explores the interior life of a character who is unwillingly committing a 
psychic violence against himself, it is intended that the things that happen to him are 
not nice things. He is not particularly ‘nice’ but does finally find the courage to ‘do 
the right thing’ and take his own life. The play is all about the moment The Son 
decides to do something different and I have attempted to build towards that incident. 
He makes a choice to end the life that he thinks is his largely for the sake of his 
parents who were ‘there the whole time.’ (p. 96), in order to spare them the eternal re-
play of this situation.  
 
Originally setting out to try and dramatise a psychotic episode I wanted to create a 
world that was ‘otherly’, one where there were few certainties and where rules didn’t 
apply. Because of this desire the play itself was confused and confusing and I admit to 
a certain squeamishness in not being overt about the reality I have constructed. This 
has contributed to a lack of clarity in previous drafts and caused a confusion that did 
not the serve the piece well. Not only did The Son have no map for this territory but 
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neither did I. Now though the stronger narrative elements hopefully lend the play a 
degree of clarity previously lacking. 
 
Throughout the writing I have struggled against the impulse to retain lines and 
devices that I have affection for. Rob Cameron identified this as an area that may have 
needed addressing: ‘Be brave about what you let go of in terms of what are remnants 
of ideas past and gone, ask yourself if they serve the story in its evolved state. Don’t 
hold on to lines and gags just because you like them.’ (22 June 2009). I have tried to 
eliminate such things but some that remain include the ‘threshold’ scenes, the opening 
of the play with the parents watching television and the end of part two when all three 
characters smoke cigars.  
 
In this current draft there is no Lover; she was ill thought out in previous drafts and 
her excision seems to concentrate the concerns of the play on familial relationships. It 
was the case that her arrival in the third Act of the previous draft precipitated The Son 
towards a relapse but now his realisation that his parents do really love him and are 
suffering for him propels him towards the climax with more pathos and hopefully 
with greater elegance. 
 
The play originally began with the threshold scene that is currently the second of its 
kind in this draft. From this expressionistic piece I went on to construct a reality for 
the characters that was more mundane, more realistic but still slightly skewed. This 
sense of reality is retained in the seemingly naturalistic exchanges between The 
Mother and The Father at the opening of the play. With the entrance of An Other I am 
trying to suggest that the world as the audience may have perceived it is something 
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different and at the close of the play I hope that it is obvious that the preceding action 
is not what it seemed at all and that the ground has shifted irrevocably. 
 
I looked at Beckett’s Play in the rewriting process and took the idea of characters 
being forced to endure the same things over and over. This feeling of eternality and 
the repetitious nature of life I have tried to import into this play; the play is a re-play. 
The parents are always watching TV on a Saturday night, The Son always comes in 
through the kitchen, An Other is always urging The Son to burn all this. Previously 
The Son has failed to act but this time his parents finally reach him and he realises the 
nature of his situation.  
 
From the very beginning I constructed the play without detailed stage directions and 
in this draft I have used only essential ones. I hope that there is an implication of stage 
business in the lines which is intended to provide a creative production team with 
scope to play with the text and yet still be ‘true’ to it. At the public workshop the 
company constructed a nasty interpretation of the second threshold scene turning it 
into a consensual rape. 
 
In response to the first act of a previous draft Steve Waters suggested that ‘we have no 
time to see how this family might function prior to the son’s collapse which pre-empts 
the drama a little.’ (18 November 2008). Now, the way the relationship of The Mother 
and Father functions feels more clearly established and I have made a virtue of the 
‘tedious’ nature of their exchanges. These rather ordinary, prosaic lines of dialogue 
hopefully become more significant in light of the rest of the play; the parents are not 
so much ‘tired’ as emotionally and psychically shattered. 
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 For a long time the play failed to find its form and in this current version the third part 
is more akin to a separate related piece but retains echoes from the first two. Ending 
the play with a monologue feels somewhat unsatisfactory and may imbalance the 
whole, but at the same time we do hear The Son’s voice for the first time and 
hopefully share a sense of the discovery of his identity as he experiences it, for that 
reason it may earn its place. 
 
In other drafts I used Brechtian devices such as an Announcer to comment on the 
action; their first line was ‘scene missing’ and he or she went on to apologise for 
continued announcements saying ‘We are contractually obliged to make further 
announcements but in light of audience opinion that they are distracting they will be 
made in silence.’ I also configured the parents as actors having them break out of 
character and talk about the process of writing and staging a play. ‘The Mother’ 
lambasted An Other for not saying much and he replied with ‘It’s the orchestration. A 
problem throughout, I felt.’ As ‘actors’ The Mother and The Father were able to 
comment on the actions of The Son and when The Son finally edged towards his 
suicide, picking up the petrol can, The Father said ‘I don’t recognise this’ and The 
Mother was able to say ‘That’s because it’s fucking new!’ I realised that while this 
was an attempt by the characters to express their frustration with their world it was 
also expressive of mine with the play and edited them out. 
 
The play is still attempting to comment on how people may create an identity for 
themselves, how they become or ‘arrive’ at a sense of self. The Son’s journey is from 
ontological insecurity to some sense of security (a belief in who and what he is) which 
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may or may not be possible to maintain. As detailed by Laing (1960, p. 42) 
ontological insecurity may include feeling: more unreal than real, precariously 
differentiated from the rest of the world, that one’s identity and autonomy are always 
in question, without an over-riding sense of personal consistency or cohesiveness, and 
feeling one’s self as partially divorced from one’s body. These feelings not only find 
expression in the character of The Son but in the form of the play. 
 
The play is still an exploration of mental illness but the focus appears to be more on 
the nature of the family and how ‘love’ may sometimes seem. It is intended that the 
audience be immersed in the world of The Son in all three parts but because the first 
two are located within The Son’s mind all of the action is filtered through him. I have 
attempted to evoke a sense of the dis-ease that may be experienced in mental illness 
and the lack of clarity that may still be apparent in the play is intended to be reflective 
of such an experience. The Son doesn’t understand this world but with the clearer 
narrative structure hopefully an audience will. 
 
In this draft I have shortened the play, cut a deal of repetition and tried to tighten its 
structure hoping that an audience would embrace the theatrical offer. Characters have 
clearer goals, they put pressure on each other, the action moves forward more 
organically and the narrative is clearer and stronger than in previous drafts. There 
seems to be greater clarity in the play but the ambiguous nature of what actually 
happens is retained. I am trying to offer an audience an intriguing and perhaps 
discomforting experience but the resolution of The Son’s dilemma is intended to 
reward and satisfy the hunting instincts of an audience. 
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‘Perhaps love is the process of my leading you gently back to 
yourself.’ 
 
Antoine de Saint-Exupery 
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Characters 
 
 
 
THE SON 
 
THE MOTHER 
 
THE FATHER 
 
AN OTHER 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Setting 
 
 
 
A home. 
 
And another place. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Time 
 
 
 
The time is then, Saturday evening and early Sunday morning.  
 
And another time. 
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ONE 
Saturday Evening. 
 
The family room. A window and front door stage right and a door to the kitchen stage 
left. A Welsh dresser against the back wall holding ornaments, a crystal vase, 
telephone. A bookshelf with few books, an umbrella leaning against it. A sofa, 
armchair, faded carpet and a very clean white rug. A television. Faint light.  
 
THE SON is looking out of the window. Pause. He closes the curtains, goes to the 
front door, locks it, draws a bolt across, and presses his head against it. Pause. He 
turns and looks around and puts the keys on the dresser. He walks towards the 
television, turns it on and exits through the door to the kitchen. 
 
A light grows from the television, illuminating the room and THE MOTHER and THE 
FATHER, still. Slowly the room lights come up. THE MOTHER is sitting on a sofa, 
THE FATHER in his armchair. They are watching television attentively.  
 
Silence.  
 
FATHER Oh, this’ll be good. 
 
Slight pause. 
 
MOTHER Ha! 
 
FATHER Ha! I told you. Didn’t I tell you? 
 
MOTHER You did. 
 
FATHER I said it’d be good. Didn’t I? 
 
MOTHER You did. And you were right. 
 
FATHER Well, I thought I was wrong once but I was mistaken. (Laughs.) 
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 Slight pause. 
 
FATHER Saturday. 
 
MOTHER Mmm? 
 
FATHER Today. Saturday. All day. (Beat.) I love Saturdays. No work, racing, a 
drink…bed. 
 
MOTHER Bed? 
 
FATHER At a reasonable hour.  
 
THE MOTHER yawns. 
 
FATHER Are you tired? 
 
MOTHER No. Are you? 
 
FATHER Not yet. (Looks at his watch.) Nearly. In a few minutes.  
 
THE MOTHER yawns again. 
 
FATHER You are tired. 
 
MOTHER I’m not. 
 
FATHER You sound it. 
 
MOTHER Well I’m not. 
 
FATHER But when you are tired you’ll let me know? 
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MOTHER I’ll let you know. 
 
FATHER Oh, I do so love a Saturday night. 
 
MOTHER Comes ‘round quickly. 
 
FATHER Not quickly enough for my liking. I wish every day was a Saturday 
night. 
 
MOTHER You’d soon get bored. 
 
FATHER If every day was a Saturday night? Not me my love. 
 
MOTHER Well, we’ll never know. 
 
Slight pause. 
 
FATHER I had some luck today. 
 
MOTHER Yes? 
 
FATHER A five pound double. ‘French Polish’ and ‘That’s My Boy.’ 5/1 and 
16/1. (He produces a bundle of notes from beneath his cushion.) Look 
at that. Four hundred quid! Tip top. Think I’ll reupholster the seats in 
the Metro. 
 
MOTHER You will not. It’ll pay for the rug. 
 
FATHER Oh, yes, I suppose it will.  
 
THE FATHER replaces the notes. They watch television. Slight pause and then they 
both laugh loudly. 
 
FATHER It’s good, isn’t it? 
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 MOTHER Very good. I do like a good laugh. 
 
FATHER A laugh? (To himself.) Right. (Beat.) Funnily enough a horse came into 
the pub today, straight up to the bar, Brendan asked him… 
 
MOTHER ‘Why the long face?’ 
 
FATHER ‘Why the long – Oh, you know it. 
 
MOTHER I should do by now. It’s one of your Saturday jokes. 
 
Slight pause. 
 
FATHER A bear followed him in, Brendan asked him what he wanted… 
 
MOTHER ‘Big paws.’ 
 
FATHER Another Saturday one? 
 
MOTHER Yes dear. 
 
FATHER I could do with a drink. 
 
MOTHER Tea? 
 
FATHER I was thinking of something cold. 
 
MOTHER Iced tea? 
 
FATHER No… 
 
MOTHER You can’t better tea. 
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FATHER Not for a celebration. 
 
MOTHER I do love a cup of tea. Not much in life is both wet and satisfying. 
 
Slight pause. 
 
MOTHER (Laughing.) Oh, did you see that? 
 
FATHER (Laughing.) I know. 
 
MOTHER Did you see? 
 
MOTHER Pulled him straight into the pool. Ha! 
 
FATHER Fully clothed. Ha Ha! 
 
MOTHER (Wiping her eyes.) Did you see it? 
 
FATHER I saw it. 
 
MOTHER It’s true they do the funniest things. 
 
FATHER Isn’t it. 
 
They watch television.   
 
MOTHER That rug looks good. 
 
FATHER Doesn’t it? 
 
MOTHER Really good. 
 
FATHER Well, it’s quality isn’t it. 
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MOTHER Four hundred pounds. 
 
FATHER Real quality. 
 
MOTHER Looks it too. 
 
FATHER Oh yes, you can tell that just by looking. (Beat.) Do you know, I think 
there might just be a can of bitter in the bottom of the fridge. Left over 
from Christmas. I might have that. Or I might take it up to bed. Dear? 
 
MOTHER Yes? 
 
FATHER I might take it up to bed. 
 
MOTHER He’s a funny looking man isn’t he? 
 
FATHER His big glasses you mean? 
 
MOTHER Yes. He doesn’t even need glasses. 
 
FATHER Doesn’t he? 
 
MOTHER No, of course he doesn’t, he can see as well as you or I. And that bald 
head. Why is he pretending to be bald? 
 
FATHER He’s not pretending. 
 
MOTHER Of course he is. He’s pretending to be short sighted and he’s 
pretending to be bald. 
 
FATHER I don’t think so. 
 
MOTHER He is. Barbara saw him open a supermarket only last week. She said he 
had a full head of hair and no spectacles and that it didn’t look a bit 
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like him. She said it was so hard to recognise him it could have been 
anyone. And Barbara is never wrong. 
 
FATHER He might have been wearing a wig. 
 
MOTHER A wig? 
 
FATHER And contact lenses. So as not to be recognised. 
 
MOTHER It was a celebrity opening. He’s supposed to be recognised, that’s the 
point. 
 
FATHER He is funny though. 
 
MOTHER Oh, he’s funny, yes, and funny without resorting to foul language. 
 
FATHER You’re right. Not one smutty word. 
 
MOTHER There’s no need is there. 
 
FATHER None at all. (To himself.) No smut, eh? Right. (Beat.) Here’s a good 
one. Have you read that book? 
 
MOTHER You know I don’t read. 
 
FATHER It’s a good book. I think you’d like it. 
 
MOTHER I don’t think so. 
 
FATHER You would. 
 
MOTHER I wouldn’t. 
 
FATHER You’d like the title. 
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 MOTHER Would I? 
 
FATHER I’m sure of it. 
 
MOTHER Good. 
 
FATHER Ask what it’s called? 
 
MOTHER What is it called? 
 
FATHER ‘The Cat’s Revenge.’ 
 
MOTHER Good. Can I watch the rest of this now? 
 
Slight pause. 
 
FATHER Ask who it’s by. 
 
MOTHER I don’t care who it’s by. 
 
FATHER Just ask. 
 
MOTHER Who is it by? 
 
FATHER Claude Balls. (He laughs.) Do you get it? Clawed balls. 
 
MOTHER That’s not funny. That’s smutty. 
 
FATHER Is it? (Beat.) Oh yes, I suppose it is. 
 
MOTHER Not funny at all. A man’s front bum. What’s funny about that? Tell 
me. 
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FATHER Nothing. 
 
MOTHER Indeed. 
 
FATHER Sorry, I wasn’t thinking. 
 
MOTHER Alright, let’s hear no more about it. 
 
They watch television. 
 
FATHER Here you go. This’ll be good. 
 
MOTHER Oh, yes. 
 
They watch, already smiling. Beat. Their faces fall. They look at each other. Beat. 
They look back at the television. Beat. 
 
MOTHER I don’t get that.  
 
FATHER Nor do I. 
 
MOTHER  I don’t get that at all.  
 
FATHER It’s over. 
 
MOTHER Is it?  
 
FATHER It is. 
 
MOTHER What’s next? 
 
FATHER Nothing. 
 
MOTHER Nothing? 
 33
 FATHER Not a thing. 
 
MOTHER There must be something? 
 
FATHER No. 
 
MOTHER Well, we’ll have to talk to one another. 
 
FATHER Talk? 
 
MOTHER I know but we’ll have to. 
 
FATHER But it’s nearly ten. 
 
MOTHER Come on. Talk.  
 
FATHER Have we really got time for this? 
 
MOTHER Come on. 
 
FATHER Alright. There’s a new barber down the road. 
 
MOTHER That’s it. ‘Is there?’ 
 
FATHER Not English though. 
 
MOTHER ‘No?’ 
 
FATHER No. European. 
 
MOTHER ‘Really?’ 
 
FATHER Ask where he’s from. 
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 MOTHER I don’t care where he’s from. 
 
FATHER  But ask anyway. 
 
MOTHER Why? 
 
FATHER I thought we were ‘talking’? 
 
MOTHER Oh yes. ‘Where is he from?’ 
 
FATHER Germany. 
 
MOTHER ‘Germany?’ 
 
FATHER Yes. (Beat.) Don’t you want to know his name? 
 
MOTHER You know I get my hair done at ‘Barbara’s.’ What interest could I 
possibly have in knowing the name of a German barber. I’m never 
going to talk to him. 
 
FATHER We’re still talking. 
 
MOTHER I know. But I’m never going to meet him am I? 
 
FATHER But we’re ‘talking’. 
 
MOTHER So? 
 
FATHER So. ‘Talk!’ Ask what his name is. 
 
MOTHER Oh yes, sorry. ‘What’s his name?’ 
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FATHER (Laughing.) Herr Cut. Do you get it? Hair Cut. (Laughs, then suddenly 
deadpan.) Your go. 
 
THE MOTHER is desperately trying to think of something to say. Pause. 
 
MOTHER Is there nothing on? 
 
FATHER Not a thing. 
 
THE FATHER rises and turns the television off. He looks at his watch. 
 
FATHER 9.57 
 
MOTHER Is it? 
 
FATHER Nearly ten. (Beat.) Saturday. (He smiles at her suggestively.) 
 
MOTHER Oh. Oh yes, I suppose it is. 
 
FATHER We are now officially tired. 
 
MOTHER I suppose we are. 
 
THE MOTHER sighs and rises. 
 
There is the sound of a bang, off. THE MOTHER freezes and looks at THE FATHER.  
 
MOTHER What was that? 
 
FATHER Probably next door’s cat. 
 
MOTHER Next door’s cat? 
 
FATHER I’ve been feeding him. He probably wants to come in. 
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 MOTHER Banging like that? 
 
FATHER Well he hasn’t got a key. 
 
Banging again, off. 
 
MOTHER How could a cat make that much noise? 
 
FATHER Have you seen the size of him: big fat thing. Huge paws. Come on. 
9.59. 
 
MOTHER Cats don’t bang on doors to be let in. They howl. 
 
A ‘howling’, off. 
 
FATHER There you go. He’s howling now. But he’s had enough today. Ignore 
him. We’re tired. 
 
Off, a voice: ‘Shit!’ 
 
MOTHER And swearing? 
 
FATHER Well, he’s a tom. Streetwise. 
 
MOTHER Cat’s don’t swear. 
 
FATHER Now we don’t know that. Their noises must mean something. 
 
MOTHER To other cats! They certainly don’t swear. 
 
FATHER How do you know? 
 
MOTHER You ever heard a cat swear? 
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 FATHER Well, I thought next door’s told me to piss off yesterday when all I 
could offer him was that bit of bacon. 
 
MOTHER Cats can’t talk! 
 
FATHER Tell that to next door. Always cooing over him she is. Come on. It’s 
10.01. We’re behind schedule. 
 
Breaking glass and splintering of wood, off. THE MOTHER and THE FATHER talk 
in increasingly desperate whispers. 
 
MOTHER That’s no cat. 
 
FATHER I think you’re right. 
 
MOTHER That’s some one. 
 
FATHER I think it is. 
 
MOTHER Breaking in. 
 
FATHER Yes. 
 
MOTHER Breaking in to our house. 
 
FATHER I know. 
 
MOTHER What do we do? 
 
FATHER Lights. 
 
MOTHER What? 
 
 38
FATHER We’ll turn the lights off! 
 
MOTHER Why? 
 
FATHER They’ll think we’re out. 
 
MOTHER And? 
 
FATHER And go away. 
 
THE FATHER turns the lights off. 
 
MOTHER Now they’ll know we’re in. 
 
FATHER But it’s dark. We’re out. 
 
MOTHER Well who turned out the lights? 
 
FATHER I did. 
 
MOTHER I know you did but who do you think they’ll think turned out the 
lights? 
 
FATHER The cat? 
 
MOTHER We haven’t got a cat. 
 
FATHER They don’t know that. 
 
MOTHER Cats don’t usually turn lights off. 
 
FATHER We just saw one on telly riding a skateboard! 
 
MOTHER That’s telly. 
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 FATHER Ok I’ll turn them back on. 
 
THE FATHER turns the lights back on. 
 
MOTHER No! You idiot. Now they’ll be certain we’re in. 
 
THE FATHER turns the lights off again. 
 
MOTHER Will you stop that! Turning the bloody lights on and off. 
 
FATHER Well, on or off? 
 
MOTHER It doesn’t matter now. They know we’re here. Leave them off. 
 
FATHER I’m trying to help. 
 
MOTHER How can flashing the lights like that help? 
 
FATHER I wasn’t to know. 
 
MOTHER It’s obvious to anyone who sees that that someone is switching them 
on and off. 
 
FATHER Not necessarily, they could be on a timer. We could be on holiday. 
 
MOTHER We’re not on holiday. 
 
FATHER But they don’t know that. 
 
The sound of footsteps in the kitchen, off. 
 
MOTHER They’re in. Whoever it is they’re in our house. They’re in our house 
and we’re defenceless. 
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 FATHER Keep calm. 
 
MOTHER They’re in our house and they’re going to rob us and murder us in our 
beds. 
 
FATHER We’re not in our beds.  
 
MOTHER That won’t stop them, they’ll murder us anyway. 
 
FATHER Let’s not jump to conclusions. 
 
MOTHER What? 
 
FATHER It might not be a murderer. It might be –  
 
MOTHER What? What might it be? 
 
FATHER It might be a policeman. 
 
MOTHER Breaking in? 
 
FATHER Checking our household security. 
 
Footsteps, off. 
 
MOTHER It’s not a policeman. 
 
FATHER Sounds like a policeman. Listen to those feet. Easily size twelve’s. I 
wouldn’t like to meet him on a dark night. 
 
MOTHER This is a dark night. What does he want? 
 
FATHER I don’t know. 
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 MOTHER He’s opening the fridge. 
 
FATHER Maybe he smelled our Sunday roast. It could be that cat after all. 
 
The ‘fizz’ of a can being opened, off. 
 
FATHER Thirsty too. (Beat.) Hang on. That’s my bitter. He’s drinking my can of 
bitter. My Saturday night can of bitter. The bastard. I won’t feed him 
again in a hurry. 
 
MOTHER It’s not next door’s cat. 
 
FATHER No more bacon for that greedy little sod. 
 
MOTHER It’s not next door’s cat! 
 
FATHER I don’t care if it is or if it isn’t he’ll get nothing more from me. Oh no. 
 
MOTHER We should call the police. 
 
FATHER But there’s one in the kitchen.  
 
MOTHER It’s not a policeman. 
 
FATHER Better not be. I’d have him arrested. Drinking on duty. 
 
Footsteps approach, off. 
 
MOTHER He’s coming in here 
 
FATHER Get behind me. 
 
MOTHER I don’t know where you are. 
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 FATHER I’m here. 
 
MOTHER Where? 
 
THE FATHER snaps the lights on. 
 
FATHER Here. 
 
THE FATHER snaps the lights off. 
 
MOTHER I didn’t see. 
 
THE FATHER snaps the lights on. 
 
FATHER Over here. 
 
THE FATHER snaps the lights off. 
 
MOTHER Missed it. 
 
FATHER You missed it? How can you miss it? 
 
MOTHER I’ve got my eyes closed. 
 
FATHER Well open them. Are they open? 
 
MOTHER Yes. 
 
THE FATHER snaps the lights on. 
 
FATHER Here. 
 
THE MOTHER rushes to THE FATHER.  
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 THE FATHER snaps the lights off. 
 
MOTHER Hold me. 
 
FATHER We’re not bad people. 
 
MOTHER We’re not. We’re good. 
 
FATHER Good people. 
 
MOTHER Don’t kill us. Don’t murder us in our beds. 
 
Beat. 
 
FATHER We’re not in our beds. 
 
MOTHER Please.  
 
Pause. 
 
MOTHER I wish he’d get it over with. 
 
FATHER Hurry up you mean? 
 
MOTHER Yes, it’s the uncertainty. 
 
FATHER The waiting. 
 
MOTHER Not knowing. 
 
FATHER It’ll be over soon. 
 
MOTHER Will it? I hope so. I need to rest. 
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 FATHER We can rest when we’re dead. 
 
MOTHER Can we? 
 
FATHER For ever. 
 
MOTHER You promise? 
 
FATHER I promise. 
 
MOTHER That’ll be nice. 
 
The door to the kitchen opens and a figure enters.  
 
MOTHER Don’t kill us. 
 
FATHER We’re on holiday. 
 
MOTHER Please. 
 
FATHER We’re not bad people. 
 
MOTHER We’re not. We’re good. 
 
FATHER Good people. 
 
The figure turns the lights on. THE MOTHER and THE FATHER are holding each  
other crouched against the far wall, eyes closed. 
 
SON I need twenty quid. 
 
MOTHER Take what you need but don’t hurt us. 
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FATHER We’re not bad people. 
 
SON There’s a taxi waiting. 
 
MOTHER There’s money under the chair. Nearly four hundred pounds. Take it 
but don’t hurt us. We’re good people. 
 
FATHER And help yourself to the roast. 
 
MOTHER He doesn’t want the roast. 
 
FATHER And there are more beers in the outside toilet. A party pack. 
 
MOTHER Party pack? How many? 
 
FATHER About forty eight. 
 
MOTHER Forty eight! 
 
FATHER I bought them off a…door to door… gypsy, so he wouldn’t… curse the 
house. And he let me…give him a rub for luck…and then I tousled his 
hair for an extra quid. 
 
SON Mom? 
 
MOTHER Yes I am. I am a mother. 
 
FATHER And me. I am too. I mean I’m a father. 
 
SON It’s me. 
 
MOTHER Son? 
 
SON Yes. 
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 MOTHER It’s our only son. 
 
FATHER Are you sure? 
 
MOTHER Look. Look. It’s him. 
 
FATHER You’re right. 
 
SON I need twenty quid. 
 
MOTHER Why didn’t you come in the front? 
 
SON I wanted to surprise you. 
 
FATHER You did that alright. I haven’t been as surprised as that since 
the…since the last time I was as surprised as that. 
 
SON Twenty. 
 
FATHER What? 
 
SON I’ve got a taxi waiting. No money. I need twenty. 
 
FATHER Of course. Of course. Here you go. 
 
THE FATHER takes £20 from beneath his seat cushion and gives it to THE SON who  
takes the money and exits.  
 
MOTHER It’s only our son. 
 
FATHER I saw. 
 
MOTHER Our only son. What a relief. (Beat.) Come to visit us. His parents. 
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 FATHER Been a long time. 
 
MOTHER Do you know I can’t remember the last time. 
 
FATHER Must be nearly ten years.  
 
MOTHER That long? 
 
FATHER He was sick on the carpet. 
 
MOTHER I remember. The smell hung around for weeks. 
 
FATHER And so did he.  
 
Slight pause. 
 
MOTHER He’s not staying is he? 
 
FATHER Staying? Where? 
 
MOTHER Here.  
 
FATHER Staying here? 
 
MOTHER He’s not staying here? Tonight? 
 
FATHER Staying here tonight? Saturday night? Here? No. He wouldn’t come to 
stay Saturday night. Not here. 
 
MOTHER We’ve just done out his room. 
 
FATHER He doesn’t want to stay. 
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MOTHER New carpet and curtains. Wallpaper. 
 
FATHER Why would he want to stay here? He has his city flat. We’ve only one 
parking space and the Metro’s in that. He wouldn’t want to leave his 
beamer out of sight. Not around here. Anyway it would add a good 
hour to his journey into work. He doesn’t want to stay here. 
 
MOTHER He can’t. 
 
FATHER He doesn’t want to. 
 
MOTHER I don’t want him to. 
 
FATHER Nor do I. 
 
MOTHER Well be sure and make that clear to him. We like it with just us two. 
Tell him we talk a lot. We talk a lot and we have our routines. We 
watch telly. He wouldn’t like it. 
 
FATHER Of course he wouldn’t. 
 
MOTHER So we’re agreed? He’s not staying. 
 
FATHER Agreed. 
 
MOTHER Then make sure you tell him. 
 
FATHER I will. 
 
MOTHER Be straight with him. And be firm. I will not change your mind about 
this. We stand firm. He’s not staying. 
 
FATHER He’s not staying. 
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THE SON enters with two black bin liners and a box under his arm. 
 
SON I need to stay for a few days. 
 
FATHER Of course you can stay. 
 
MOTHER What? 
 
FATHER It’d be great to have you. 
 
MOTHER You idiot. 
 
FATHER Wouldn’t it dear? 
 
MOTHER Oh, yes it would be great. 
 
FATHER Tip top. Just like old times. 
 
MOTHER Like it was before. 
 
FATHER The family back together again.  
 
MOTHER We have missed you. 
 
FATHER Terribly. 
 
MOTHER Your room is always there. 
 
FATHER Just as you left it. 
 
MOTHER But with new curtains. 
 
FATHER But apart from the new curtains it’s just as it was. 
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MOTHER And new wallpaper. 
 
FATHER But more or less just as it was. 
 
MOTHER And it has a new carpet. 
 
FATHER In fact it’s all new. But apart from that it’s just as it was. 
 
MOTHER And it’s still your room. 
 
FATHER And always will be. 
 
MOTHER Indeed.  
 
FATHER (To THE MOTHER.) Will he still bang the floor when he gets out of 
bed? 
 
MOTHER Ssh. (Beat.) Aah, isn’t it nice to have our little boy back with us again? 
 
FATHER It’s just what we needed. 
 
MOTHER We have missed you. 
 
FATHER We can have a go at wrestling tomorrow. 
 
MOTHER He’s thirty five. 
 
FATHER You used to love that. 
 
MOTHER When he was eight. 
 
FATHER Never too old to wrestle. Remember that time you kicked me in the 
bolloc…front bum, between the legs? Right between the legs, it was. I 
daren’t cough for a week. 
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 MOTHER Isn’t this nice? 
 
Pause. 
 
FATHER So, you’re staying? 
 
MOTHER For a few days. 
 
FATHER For a few days. 
 
SON Yeah. 
 
MOTHER It’ll be great to have you for just a few days. 
 
SON Maybe a week. 
 
MOTHER A week? 
 
SON Or two. 
 
FATHER Two weeks? 
 
SON It’s difficult to say at the moment. Things are up in the air. 
 
FATHER Damn that air. 
 
SON What? 
 
FATHER What? 
 
SON What did you say? 
 
FATHER The air. Damn it. Things being up in it. 
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 MOTHER What are you saying? 
 
FATHER Things up in the air, they get blown about, you don’t know where you 
are with it. Blowing this way and that way. All over the damn place. 
The air. (Beat.) All…airy. 
 
MOTHER (To THE FATHER, slightly hushed.) You’re trying too hard. 
 
SON As I said things are up in the air and I just need to stay for a few 
weeks. 
 
MOTHER A few weeks? 
 
FATHER (To THE MOTHER, slightly hushed.) Strictly speaking a few is more 
than two isn’t it? I mean a couple is two but a few could be three 
couldn’t it? Or 5? 
 
SON That’s OK isn’t it? 
 
FATHER Can a few be more than 5? 
 
MOTHER He asks if it’s OK. 
 
FATHER What? Oh, yes. I know. 
 
MOTHER Asks us.  
 
FATHER His mother and father. 
 
MOTHER Asks his mother and father if it’s OK to stay for a few weeks. 
 
FATHER Silly sod. Stay as long as you like. 
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MOTHER But don’t feel you have to. 
 
FATHER No, don’t feel you have to. Not for us. 
 
MOTHER Not for our sake. 
 
FATHER What we mean is don’t feel obliged to stay. 
 
SON Maybe a month. 
 
MOTHER A month? 
 
SON Look! I need some time. I don’t know how long. You won’t know I’m 
here, for fuck’s sake! 
 
MOTHER Language! Tell him. 
 
FATHER Don’t ‘fuck’ your mother, son. 
 
SON Fucking hell. 
 
MOTHER He’s done it again. 
 
FATHER If there’s any ‘fucking’ to be done in this house your mother and I’ll do 
it. 
 
MOTHER What? 
 
SON Dirty bastard. 
 
FATHER I mean it’s our house…and we can do what we want…when we 
want…and if we did want to fuc…do that, we could do with a clear 
conscience. 
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MOTHER I know what you meant. 
 
FATHER Look son, you wouldn’t like it here. We have our own ways now. We 
have our… 
 
MOTHER Routines. 
 
FATHER Yes our routines. And we… 
 
MOTHER Talk. 
 
FATHER Yes. An awful lot. 
 
MOTHER All the time. 
 
FATHER Loudly. 
 
MOTHER I can’t shut your father up. ‘Yadda yadda ya.’ That’s how he goes. 
 
FATHER Oh yes: ‘Yadda yadda ya.’ That’s just how I go. All the time. 
 
MOTHER And we do things. Things we like to do. 
 
FATHER At times we like to do them. 
 
SON Yes, I’m sorry I came tonight. At this time. 
 
MOTHER You’re welcome any night. Any time. Isn’t he? 
 
FATHER Oh yes. (Beat.) Tomorrow would have been better though son. You 
know. 
 
SON I know. I remember you liked your Saturday nights. 
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FATHER Well, there’s the horses, no work and bed –  
 
SON ‘At a reasonable hour.’ I know.  
 
MOTHER What about your flat? 
 
SON What about it? 
 
MOTHER Who’ll look after it? 
 
SON It’s self contained. 
 
MOTHER I mean what if someone were to break in whilst you’re here? 
 
SON I have 24 hour security. CCTV. My own designated fully armed guard, 
tough bastard, Ninja background, and a Rott named ‘Bingo’. 
 
FATHER But there’s nowhere for you to park the beamer here son. 
 
SON I got rid of it. 
 
FATHER The beamer? 
 
SON Wasn’t really me. 
 
FATHER But how do you get around? 
 
SON Chauffeur. Named Wilkins. 
 
MOTHER But how will you get to work? 
 
FATHER Going from here will add at least an hour onto your journey. 
 
MOTHER At least. 
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 SON I’ll be working from home. And if I’m needed urgently I can call on a 
private jet. I can be in the office in eleven minutes fifty two seconds. 
 
FATHER But son…your room hasn’t been aired. 
 
MOTHER You don’t want to sleep in a stuffy room. 
 
SON I’ll be fine down here. I’ll curl up on the rug. 
 
MOTHER The rug? 
 
SON I’ll be fine. You say there’s more beer outside? 
 
FATHER Only a few. For Saturdays. 
 
SON You don’t mind? 
 
THE SON exits. 
 
MOTHER My new rug. 
 
FATHER My Saturday beer. 
 
MOTHER I don’t want him here. 
 
FATHER How many of those is he going to drink? 
 
MOTHER Did you hear me? I don’t want him here. 
 
FATHER And you think I do. 
 
MOTHER Then make it difficult for him. 
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FATHER How? 
 
MOTHER Put some obstacle in his way. 
 
FATHER Like the armchair? 
 
MOTHER No, not like the armchair. 
 
FATHER The Welsh dresser. I could put the Welsh dresser in front of the kitchen 
door. Now. Whilst he’s out. 
 
MOTHER No. 
 
FATHER Or set up a trip wire. Set up a trip wire between the armchair and the 
Welsh dresser counterbalanced by the umbrella and when he sets it off 
it will bring the bookshelf down on his head. Knock him out cold. 
We’ll call his chauffeur and have him whisked to the airfield and flown 
to Reykjavik. One way. 
 
MOTHER We need to be more…subtle. 
 
FATHER Subtle?  
 
MOTHER Yes. 
 
FATHER What do you mean? 
 
MOTHER We have to be clever? Is that clear? 
 
FATHER Oh that’s clear. That’s crystal clear. I can do clever. And I can do 
subtle. Just you watch. I’ll send him on his way and he won’t know 
what hit him. 
 
THE SON enters with a four pack of beers. 
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 SON Still up? It’s nearly half 10.  
 
THE SON switches the television on, flops into the armchair and opens a beer. 
 
MOTHER Yes. Well it is late. 
 
FATHER Yes it is. 
 
MOTHER It’s too late. 
 
FATHER Too late for what? 
 
MOTHER For ‘bed’. 
 
FATHER No? 
 
MOTHER I’m sorry but there it is. Now, I’m going to bed. 
 
FATHER Oh. You had me worried for a second there. 
 
MOTHER I mean I’m tired. 
 
FATHER (Stretching and yawning exaggeratedly.) Oh yes. Me too. I’m sooo 
tired. 
 
MOTHER I mean I am ‘tired’. 
 
FATHER So does that mean you are tired or ‘tired’? 
 
MOTHER I’m tired. 
 
FATHER Right. (Beat.) So are we having sex tonight? 
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MOTHER You going to bed son? 
 
SON No. 
 
FATHER It is Saturday. 
 
MOTHER What are you going to do? 
 
SON Oh, get pissed. (Beat.) Watch ‘Sue Thomas: FBEye.’ Have a wank. 
You know. 
 
MOTHER Right.  
 
SON Do you still keep porn in the dresser? 
 
FATHER Right let’s be off. 
 
THE SON goes to the dresser and searches. Nothing. 
 
MOTHER The what?  
 
FATHER (Stretching.) Really tired now. 
 
SON The jazz mags. 
 
MOTHER What is he talking about? 
 
FATHER (Yawning.) I haven’t the faintest idea. 
 
SON Or is it under the carpet in the corner? 
 
THE SON lifts the carpet. No. 
 
MOTHER What is a ‘jazz mag’? 
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 FATHER Music. I subscribed for a time. Golden age, Jazz. 
 
SON Hmm. You’ve got me. 
 
FATHER I don’t follow that golden age any more. 
 
MOTHER You don’t like Jazz. 
 
FATHER No, never did in fact. Never followed that golden age. Subscribed to 
something else. Something completely different. 
 
MOTHER You were a Teddy boy. 
 
FATHER That’s it. Subscribed to ‘Teddy Boy Monthly.’ 
 
THE SON goes to the settee and feels the cushions. 
 
SON Not the settee cover? 
 
FATHER No. 
 
SON Beneath Mom’s arse? 
 
FATHER Now I am tired. (Yawns and stretches ridiculously.) 
 
SON Your own wife? 
 
THE SON upends a settee cushion, unzips it and produces a pornographic magazine. 
 
FATHER That…is a naturist magazine. 
 
SON There is nothing natural about that. 
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MOTHER I’ll see you in the morning then. Goodnight son. Lovely to have you 
back. 
 
FATHER So what should I do? 
 
MOTHER Read your naturist magazine. 
 
THE MOTHER exits. Pause. THE FATHER smiles awkwardly at THE SON.  
 
FATHER How’s work? 
 
SON Ok. 
 
FATHER Tip top. (Beat.) So work’s ok then? 
 
SON Yeah. 
 
FATHER Tip. Top. (Beat.) Tippermost of the toppermost in fact. Absolutely 
tippity toppity. 
 
THE FATHER moves behind THE SON and picks up an ornament weighs it, decides  
against it. He then tries the telephone. No. Finally he decides on the crystal vase from  
the dresser. He feels its weight and raises it above his head. 
 
FATHER (To himself.) Subtle, eh? Crystal clear. 
 
THE SON turns and sees him. 
 
SON What? 
 
FATHER ‘Nothing here.’ Thought I’d left some money under here. But no. 
Nothing here. Mistaken. 
 
SON Goodnight Dad. 
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 FATHER Yes, well, ‘night then. 
 
THE FATHER goes. On his way out he tries the weight of the umbrella. Shakes his  
head and exits. 
 
THE SON puts the beer down. 
 
SON Sorry. I don’t even like bitter. (Pause.) How am I doing? 
 
AN OTHER enters. Well dressed. Immediately ‘at home’. 
 
SON Am I doing what you want? 
 
AN OTHER Are you? 
 
SON I mean am I doing well? 
 
AN OTHER It’s a start. 
 
SON How will you know? 
 
AN OTHER This isn’t about me. 
 
SON How will I know? 
 
AN OTHER You’ll know. 
 
SON It doesn’t feel right. 
 
AN OTHER It’s right. 
 
SON This is their home. 
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AN OTHER And yours. 
 
SON It used to be mine. 
 
AN OTHER ‘Your room is always there for you.’ Nice rug. It looks new. 
 
SON It is. 
 
AN OTHER You pissed on it? 
 
SON Have I what? 
 
AN OTHER Pissed on it.  
 
SON It’s a new rug. 
 
AN OTHER Piss on it. What have you got to lose? 
 
SON I don’t need to. 
 
AN OTHER Oh you do. 
 
SON I mean I don’t need to go. 
 
AN OTHER Oh you do. Squeeze a few drops out. Just a few drops. 
 
Beat. THE SON tries to urinate on the rug. A few drops. 
 
SON There. 
 
AN OTHER Now that’s a better start. Have they got any money? 
 
SON No. 
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AN OTHER You don’t need to lie. 
 
SON Probably a little. I don’t know. They’re pensioners. 
 
AN OTHER So you’re saying that they’ve only got a little money? 
 
SON Yes. 
 
AN OTHER Sure? 
 
SON I don’t know. I just got here. They may have some of their pension 
around but I wouldn’t know where. 
 
AN OTHER You wouldn’t? 
 
SON No. 
 
AN OTHER So if I were to, oh I don’t know, lift that armchair cushion for instance. 
Are you saying there wouldn’t be any money under it? 
 
SON I don’t know. 
 
AN OTHER Not £380? 
 
SON They have plans for that money. 
 
AN OTHER So do you. 
 
SON I can’t rob them. 
 
AN OTHER They’d give it to you if you asked. 
 
SON Then I’ll ask them. 
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AN OTHER You’ll take it now. 
 
THE SON takes the money. 
 
SON What shall I do with it? 
 
AN OTHER Burn it. 
 
SON That makes no sense.  
 
AN OTHER  You can burn it or eat it or stick it up your arse, it’s up to you. 
 
SON I’m not sticking it up my arse. 
 
AN OTHER So burn it or eat it. 
 
THE SON starts to eat a £20. He gags. Spits it out. 
 
SON I’ll burn it. 
 
AN OTHER I thought you might. 
 
SON Outside. 
 
AN OTHER Here. 
 
SON How? 
 
AN OTHER Isn’t it clear? Crystal clear? Use the vase. 
 
SON My grandfather’s vase? 
 
AN OTHER I can think of nothing better. 
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SON He bought her that on his deathbed. 
 
AN OTHER Then it’s fitting. 
 
THE SON takes the vase, drops in all but one of the notes, lights the last and drops it  
in. The money burns. 
 
SON They’re on a pension. They can’t afford this. 
 
AN OTHER Scrounging from the state. 
 
SON Worked all their lives. Did their best for me. 
 
AN OTHER And look at yourself. 
 
SON I know. 
 
AN OTHER Look at what you’ve become. 
 
SON I know what I am. 
 
AN OTHER I don’t think you do. But you will. 
 
SON Whatever I am they’ll still love me. 
 
AN OTHER Is that right? 
 
SON It’s what they have always said. 
 
AN OTHER And ‘as long as you love each other that’s all that counts’? 
 
SON Exactly. 
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AN OTHER You’ve just pissed on a £400 rug. You’ve burnt more money than they 
see in a month. And you’ve ruined your father’s Saturday night. But 
that’s ok. Remember the ones you didn’t ruin. 
 
The lights flicker. 
 
SON What’s happening? 
 
AN OTHER It’s just energy going to another place. Remember the Saturday nights 
you couldn’t ruin and never can? The ones that are always happening?  
 
Lights out. 
 
SON Why have the lights gone off? 
 
AN OTHER They haven’t. 
 
Lights on to reveal THE FATHER and THE MOTHER. 
 
FATHER It’s Saturday night. 
 
MOTHER Again. 
 
FATHER I’ve had a tin of bitter. 
 
MOTHER And your father’s kissing me. 
 
FATHER A big sex kiss. 
 
MOTHER He’s a big man. In every way. 
 
FATHER Your mother was a beautiful woman. She made the blood rush to my 
extremities. 
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MOTHER Unusually, we’re on the sofa. You are upstairs. Doing something. 
 
FATHER Saturday night, one minute past ten. 
 
MOTHER Your father has cupped and kissed my breasts. 
 
FATHER Your mother has moaned. 
 
MOTHER I’ve looked towards the windows and thought: ‘those curtains could do 
with a wash.’ 
 
FATHER I’ve nipped her neck. 
 
MOTHER I don’t like biting. 
 
FATHER And I’ve put my finger in her most secret of places. 
 
MOTHER I really need to go, you know. 
 
FATHER But she won’t. She’ll come. 
 
MOTHER I once really needed to go but I daren’t tell him. So I just went. There 
and then. He asked was I coming. I said yes, oh yes. The pee soaked us 
both. He went off himself, smiled so much I thought he would split his 
face in two. All I could think about was the washing I’d have to do in 
the morning. And the smell. 
 
Beat. 
 
FATHER I’m big. 
 
MOTHER Your father is a horse of a man. 
 
FATHER Blessed. 
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 MOTHER I feared for my colon the first time. 
 
FATHER I gave her the thumb first. 
 
MOTHER I feared for my caecum. 
 
FATHER Only fair. 
 
MOTHER Feared he would split it. What would I have said at the hospital? 
 
FATHER That you had been the victim of a good loving. 
 
MOTHER To the triage nurse: ‘My husband’ – your father – ‘is a horse, nurse. He 
has an impossibly large prick.’ 
 
FATHER And she would look at me hungrily. 
 
MOTHER I’d have required stitches in the intestine. 
 
FATHER Right up into her throat. 
 
MOTHER The taste of my own shit on the tip. 
 
FATHER And I’m sweating. I’m humming. 
 
MOTHER He’s riding. And riding. 
 
FATHER I’m getting there. 
 
MOTHER I could do with a cigarette. 
 
FATHER And your mother is loving every moment. 
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MOTHER Thinking: I’ll have to get those curtains down. 
 
FATHER OH! That…is…fucking…TIP TOP! (Beat.) And then you come into 
the room. Just as I’m at the tip of the top. 
 
MOTHER ‘We didn’t hear you.’ 
 
FATHER ‘You didn’t bang the floor.’ 
 
MOTHER ‘You didn’t.’ 
 
FATHER ‘What have we always told you?’ 
 
MOTHER ‘You should always bang the floor.' 
 
FATHER ‘Shut the door son. Your mom and I are…wrestling. Play fighting.’ 
 
MOTHER ‘Doesn’t your stationery need sorting?’ 
 
FATHER ‘Go and organise a few things’ 
 
MOTHER ‘Go on upstairs and sharpen some pencils’ 
 
FATHER ‘That’s a good lad. Shut the door.’ 
 
MOTHER And it’s all over for me. The curtains look at me accusingly. 
 
FATHER But not me. 
 
MOTHER So I moan a bit more. And squeeze out a few drops of urine. 
 
FATHER Did you come? 
 
MOTHER Oh yes. Oh most definitely, yes. You stallion, you. 
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 FATHER And I light us both a cigarette. 
 
MOTHER The maintenance of one’s stationery should never be neglected.  
 
FATHER I am a man. 
 
MOTHER I’ll wash those curtains. 
 
FATHER You hear me urinate for a long time. And then the pinging sound the 
curtains make as your Mom takes them down. 
 
Lights out. 
 
SON What is this? 
 
AN OTHER Just energy. Going to another place. It will pass. 
 
MOTHER Even this will pass. 
 
FATHER Even this. 
 
MOTHER And you’ll come out the other side. 
 
FATHER You’ll see. 
 
Lights flicker and come up. THE FATHER and THE MOTHER have gone. 
 
AN OTHER You remember that? Well? 
 
SON Yes. 
 
AN OTHER Right. Well tomorrow, if it ever comes, we’ll get you some pissed up 
slag from The White Hart you can fuck over the kitchen table as he’s 
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stirring the gravy. Yeah? We’re going to fuck them up. We’re going to 
fuck all this up. Yeah? Would you like that? Would you? 
 
SON Yes. 
 
AN OTHER Because then you can move on. You do want to move on don’t you? 
 
SON Yes. 
 
AN OTHER Like you mean it. 
 
SON Yes. Yes! 
 
AN OTHER That’s my boy. Right. We have a lot to do. 
 
Lights out.  
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TWO 
 
Early Sunday morning. 
 
 
Lights up on the family room. THE SON has moved the furniture against the walls. He  
is tearing the carpet up and replaces the rug in the centre of the room.  
 
AN OTHER That’s it. We’ll seal it up. Nothing gets in, nothing gets out. We’ll use 
the furniture. There is a hammer in the box. And nails. 
 
AN OTHER takes a can of petrol from the box and gives it to THE SON. 
 
SON What’s that? 
 
AN OTHER Petrol. Soak everything. The TV, the sofa, the armchair, the walls. 
Everything. You are going to burn the whole sorry thing. 
 
SON Their home? 
 
AN OTHER Their home. Them. Your memory. Call it what you like. You’re 
burning it. The whole thing. Let’s get it done. This time. 
 
SON No. I can’t do that. (He puts the can down.) My parents have always 
loved me. 
 
AN OTHER Love? 
 
SON Always. Always done their best. Why would I want to do this? They 
live here. 
 
AN OTHER They don’t live here. They’re stuck here. 
 
SON They like it. 
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AN OTHER What do they like? 
 
SON They watch TV. They talk to each other. They’ve earned this. Worked 
hard all their lives. 
 
AN OTHER For this? Look around. It’s awful. 
 
SON I’m not burning their home. 
 
AN OTHER You are. You are burning everything. The whole shithouse. 
 
SON They like all this. 
 
AN OTHER They hate this. 
 
SON This is theirs. They deserve some respect. Some peace. 
 
AN OTHER That’s right, they do. And you can give them it. Instead of this. 
 
SON You don’t understand, this is my parents’ home. I was born here. I 
lived my life here. They’ve lived all their life here. The place holds a 
lot of memories.  
 
AN OTHER And isn’t that enough? 
 
SON I’m not going to burn all that. If I burn all that what will happen to 
them?  
 
AN OTHER They’ll stop. 
 
SON Die, you mean? 
 
AN OTHER ‘Stop.’ 
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SON I’m not going to kill them. 
 
AN OTHER What are you saying? Have you forgotten what we have agreed? 
We’ve discussed this. You are going to do this. You are going to 
finally do something. 
 
SON Well, I’ve changed my mind. And what would happen to… 
 
AN OTHER What? 
 
SON Nothing. 
 
AN OTHER ‘What would happen to…?’ Who? You? Are you worried about what 
would happen to you? 
 
SON No. 
 
AN OTHER You are. 
 
SON I don’t care about myself. 
 
AN OTHER That’s what’s worrying you. Do you think you’ll just stop? Is that it? 
You fear for yourself. It’s not about them at all, is it?  
 
SON I said I’ve changed my mind. 
 
AN OTHER You can’t, not now. It’s too late.  
 
SON They love me. 
 
AN OTHER Do you remember how they loved you? Those years you cowered 
pillow clamped over your ears. Remember the walls shaking. Waking 
you. If you don’t remember I can help. 
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SON I don’t need your help. It wasn’t all bad. 
 
AN OTHER No. 
 
SON I had a happy childhood. 
 
AN OTHER Don’t you understand? It’s still going on. This is still your childhood. 
You haven’t moved. And it isn’t so happy is it? 
 
SON Always did their best. 
 
AN OTHER Don’t say that again. 
 
SON They did. 
 
AN OTHER Did you hear? 
 
SON Always. 
 
AN OTHER Say that again and I’m going to put a nail in your eye. 
 
SON They loved me. 
 
AN OTHER How did they love you? 
 
SON They loved me as parents do. They loved me as only they could. They 
loved me properly. Unconditionally. Properly. They loved me 
properly. 
 
AN OTHER You say that but you know you don’t believe it. Do you? You know 
that’s not true. Because this is all wrong. This love is all wrong. And 
do you know why? Because it’s the only love you’ll allow them to give 
you. You make them love you wrong. And you know that, really. 
Don’t you? ‘Loved you’? This is their love. 
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 The lights flicker and THE FATHER and THE MOTHER enter. 
 
FATHER One more time, eh son? 
 
MOTHER We do so love you. 
 
Lights out then up immediately. 
 
MOTHER I used to kiss your willy when you were younger. 
 
FATHER You never kissed mine. 
 
MOTHER I kissed his. When no-one was looking. 
 
FATHER I would have loved to have had mine kissed. 
 
MOTHER What about London in ‘66? 
 
FATHER Our honeymoon? 
 
MOTHER I kissed it then. 
 
FATHER You brushed it. Accidentally. 
 
MOTHER Same thing. Anyway you were dirty. 
 
FATHER On our honeymoon. 
 
MOTHER You were always dirty. 
 
Beat. 
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FATHER I used to bite your bum. I’d flip you over and bite both cheeks and 
blow a raspberry on them. You used to like that. 
 
MOTHER You never bit my bum. 
 
FATHER What about Skegness in ’72? 
 
MOTHER Butlins? 
 
FATHER Indeed Butlins. I bit it then. (Beat.) You didn’t like it. 
 
MOTHER You bruised me. 
 
FATHER You were beautiful in those days. 
 
MOTHER I couldn’t wear my bikini for the rest of the holiday. 
 
FATHER I wish you had. They’d have all known you were mine. They’d have 
all known you belonged to me and if I wanted to bite you on your bum 
I could do. 
 
MOTHER Three stitches to your temple if I’m not mistaken. 
 
FATHER It was quite a blow. 
 
MOTHER Well, hairbrushes were heavier in those days. 
 
FATHER I still have the scar. 
 
MOTHER I can see. 
 
FATHER Got me a few drinks in it’s time that scar has. I often tell the boys in 
The White Hart. ‘I got this scar the night I bit my wife on the arse. 
She’d spent twenty minutes sucking me off when she flipped over onto 
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her knees and said ‘Bite me. Bite a chunk out of me.’ I sank me teeth 
into her arse and she squealed like a thirteen year old. She waggled her 
backside at me and screamed ‘Do me up the arse! Do me, do me good 
and proper!’ I slipped it in and she fucking loved it. She thrust herself 
back onto my cock so hard I fell off the four poster bed and cracked 
my head open on the po. Blood everywhere. But I was right back in the 
saddle. And I rode until dawn and just as the birds were waking and 
the balls were aching I flipped her back around in front of me and she 
sucked it out of me saying she loved the taste of her own shit on the 
tip.’ (Beat.)  They love that. 
 
MOTHER Your father was always the fantasist. 
 
FATHER And your mother was always my fantasy. 
 
Beat. 
 
MOTHER We love you, son. 
 
FATHER We do. 
 
MOTHER And we always will 
 
FATHER Always. 
 
MOTHER Because no matter what happens you’ll always be our son. 
 
FATHER I’ll always be your father. 
 
MOTHER And I’ll always be your mother. 
 
FATHER And we’ll always love you.  
 
MOTHER And do you know why? 
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 FATHER Tell him. 
 
Beat. 
 
MOTHER Because I used to kiss your willy when you were younger. 
 
FATHER And I bit your bum. 
 
Lights out. 
 
FATHER Always loved you. 
 
MOTHER And always will. 
 
Lights up. THE FATHER and THE MOTHER have gone. 
 
AN OTHER You like all that do you? That’s their ‘Love.’ ‘Bang the floor before 
you get out of bed. Eat your greens. Be a dustman. You’re ours. We 
can do what we like with you because you belong to us. And we will.’ 
And they did. They are always loving you. Just the way you want them 
to. She’s always kissing you and he’s always biting you. I mean, that 
has to be wrong.  
 
SON Love is never wrong. 
 
AN OTHER You love your mother? 
 
SON Of course. 
 
AN OTHER And your father. You love your father? Look, you’re on the pot now 
and it’s crap or get off, do you understand? Mommy’s going to want to 
marvel over your golden droppings. And if you aint gonna crap but 
you are going to disappoint you may find you’ll need to show your 
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love a different way. You get me? All I’ll say is Daddy’s balls are 
aching and it’s a long time since Butlins. Now find a hammer and start 
sealing this place up.  
 
SON It’s their home. 
 
AN OTHER It’s not. It’s yours. 
 
SON It was my home. 
 
AN OTHER And still is. ‘Your room’s always there son.’ This is yours. This is all 
yours. This is what they gave you. Look around. And think about it. Is 
this enough for you? I don’t think so. Because all I can see is someone 
who has had something done to them. Who is having something done 
to them. And you’ve got to do something for yourself.  You are a 
product of all this ‘love.’ Do you see? (Beat.) Now find a fucking 
hammer and seal this place up. I won’t tell you again. You hear me? 
I’m talking to you. 
 
SON I don’t want to do this. Anything but this. 
 
AN OTHER Why do you think I’m here? You asked me remember. You came to 
me, I didn’t come to you. You sat there speechless. You’d stopped, 
remember? You’d stopped talking. And the only one who could hear 
you when you stopped talking was me. No one else. You invited me, 
remember? Remember that? You begged. You fucking begged me for 
something different. ‘Anything but this,’ you said.  You cried like a 
fucking baby. Remember. And I heard you and I took pity and I came. 
I came a fucking long way. It took me fifteen years to reach you. 
Fifteen years to get here. And now we’re both here and together we are 
going to do this.  
 
SON I’ll leave. Go away. Go somewhere else. Do something else. 
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AN OTHER You’ll go nowhere else. Do nothing else. 
 
SON And it’ll pass 
 
AN OTHER You’ll do this. 
 
SON Even this will pass. 
 
AN OTHER What’s that, a fucking mantra? 
 
SON They said it would. Mom and dad said even this will pass. And I’ll 
come out the other side. 
 
AN OTHER So what are you going to do, sit and watch TV for the rest of your life? 
 
SON Yes. TV. Sue Thomas. 
 
THE SON turns the television on and sits. 
 
AN OTHER You are not watching TV. 
 
AN OTHER kicks in the screen of the television. 
 
AN OTHER Find a fucking hammer. Find a fucking hammer this second and seal 
this shit up. 
 
SON They love me. 
 
AN OTHER Christ! (AN OTHER pulls the dresser away from the wall. Ornaments 
smash.) Come on. Say something different. Do something different. 
Do this. Do this and it’ll be over.  
 
THE SON gets up and goes towards his bin bags. 
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SON I’m going. 
 
AN OTHER You’re what? Where do you think you could possibly go? 
 
SON I’ll go back. 
 
AN OTHER (Laughing.) You can’t go back. Don’t you get it yet? Can’t you see? 
This is back. This is now and this is then. This is all there is. 
 
SON I’ll go back to the flat. 
 
AN OTHER What flat?! There is no flat. There’s here. 
 
SON Bingo will be hungry and he hasn’t had his last walk.  
 
AN OTHER You have never had a dog. 
 
SON And anyway I’ve a seven o’clock breakfast meeting. I said I’d bring 
croissants and pastries. 
 
AN OTHER You haven’t and you didn’t. 
 
SON And freshly squeezed orange juice. At my office. In the city. 
 
AN OTHER You have no office in the city. 
 
SON Wilkins will be waiting with the car running. 
 
AN OTHER No. 
 
SON He gets a little tetchy if he’s kept waiting. I really should hurry. I’ve so 
much to do… 
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AN OTHER All you have to do is this one thing. Here. And now. Tonight. Saturday 
night. 
 
SON I’m meeting a client, in the morning, no, today, could be a big contract, 
I’ll have to relocate to Scandinavia, I’ll learn the language on the way 
to the airport. I need to look my best, maybe I should floss, scrape my 
tongue, moisturise, I should shave, starch my hair, polish my 
nose…and clean the…clean the parts…the other parts…I can’t 
reach…there is so much to do. 
 
AN OTHER You’re scared, I understand. But you did say you’d come here and do 
this. 
 
SON No! You said that. You said come here. You said I should do this. 
 
AN OTHER And who am I? 
 
SON You? You’re… 
 
AN OTHER Don’t you see it yet? Think. 
 
SON I don’t know who you are. 
 
AN OTHER You do. Think. 
 
Pause. 
 
SON I can’t think.  
 
AN OTHER Who do I look like? Come on. You know me. You’ve always known 
me. Look at me. Who do I look like?  
 
SON You look like…I don’t know. It’s strange. Your face is changing. 
Maybe it’s the light. Your skin is moving. It lightens, darkens, shifts. 
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It’s shifting. I know you…No! You look like someone I know but now 
you look like someone else…and now you look like…it can’t be. 
 
AN OTHER Who do I look like? 
 
SON You look like…someone…I don’t know. You look like… 
 
AN OTHER Who? 
 
Slight pause. 
 
SON Me. You look like me. 
 
AN OTHER Good to meet you.   
 
SON How can you look like me? I am me. 
 
AN OTHER It’s been years. 
 
SON It’s not the right time for this. 
 
AN OTHER The right time! It’s been 10 o’clock here on a Saturday night for nearly 
fifteen years. I mean, come on, it’s long enough don’t you agree? 
 
SON I think I’ve made a mistake. 
 
AN OTHER You have and it’s fifteen years old. But tonight you can put it right. 
Now. This Saturday night. And then it’ll stop. It’ll all stop. And begin 
again. But differently.  
 
SON No. I’m going. 
 
AN OTHER Go on then. 
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SON What? 
 
AN OTHER Go. 
 
THE SON gathers his belongings and goes to the door, unlocks it and throws it open.  
There is a brick wall there. He stares at it. Touches it. 
 
AN OTHER Is there a problem? 
 
SON The door. 
 
AN OTHER Yes? 
 
SON It’s not a door. 
 
AN OTHER No.  
 
SON How can it not be a door? 
 
THE SON rushes to the window, throws the curtains open revealing the same, a wall  
of bricks. 
 
SON I don’t understand. How…? That doesn’t make sense…it can’t 
be…This feels wrong. 
 
AN OTHER I know how it feels. It will pass.  
 
SON  There’s nothing out there. 
 
AN OTHER No and there never was. It’s in here. (He taps THE SON’S head.) Do 
you see? 
 
SON I can’t leave. I can’t go back. 
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AN OTHER Where would you go? 
 
SON Home. 
 
AN OTHER This is your home. In the truest sense. This is the inside. And it’s all 
wrong. So shall we put it right? You can, you know. Let’s do what we 
agreed. Let’s smash this place up. Smash it up and burn it. Yeah? Once 
and for all and then we’ll be done with it.  
 
SON Where are my parents? 
 
AN OTHER Good question. 
 
SON I want to see them. 
 
AN OTHER They’re not here. 
 
SON They’re upstairs. 
 
AN OTHER They are not your parents. 
 
SON They’re sleeping. In their beds. 
 
FATHER (Off.) ‘I’ve shifted from the arse to the mouth.’ 
 
AN OTHER Would your father say that? 
 
MOTHER (Off.) ‘And I’m certain now that there is sweet corn in my teeth.’ 
 
AN OTHER Would your mother? Would either of them really say things like that?  
 
SON If you’ve hurt them… 
 
AN OTHER How could I hurt them? 
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 SON I want to see them. 
 
AN OTHER Do you? 
 
SON Now. I want to see them. Now. 
 
AN OTHER Now? Are you sure? 
 
SON Yes, now. Now. Now!  
 
AN OTHER Aren’t you tired of all this? Let’s see them now then. Now. Now! (AN 
OTHER smashes the dresser with the hammer.)  
 
THE MOTHER and THE FATHER enter. 
 
MOTHER What’s all this noise? 
 
FATHER What’s going on? 
 
MOTHER My father’s vase. 
 
FATHER My telly. 
 
MOTHER What have you done? 
 
SON It wasn’t me. He did it. 
 
MOTHER Who? 
 
SON Him. 
 
FATHER Who son? There’s no one here. 
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SON I’m having bad thoughts, I’m thinking, he’s saying you’re not… 
 
FATHER Not what, son? 
 
SON You’re not…what I thought. He’s saying you and here and me…This 
is all wrong. 
 
MOTHER Wrong? What’s wrong? 
 
FATHER You’ve done no wrong son. 
 
MOTHER Never done wrong by us. 
 
FATHER Well, he did used to get out of bed without banging the floor when we 
were wrestling. 
 
SON I can’t do this. 
 
AN OTHER You can. 
 
MOTHER You can do anything, son. 
 
AN OTHER And you will. 
 
SON You don’t understand. I mean I can’t do what he says. He wants me to 
set fire to your house.  
 
MOTHER Who son? 
 
SON Him. 
 
MOTHER There’s no one here. What does he mean? 
 
FATHER I’m not sure. 
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 AN OTHER You are confusing them.  
 
SON He wants me to burn everything. But if I burn everything you’ll die. 
Tell me you love me. 
 
MOTHER Of course I do. I’m your mother, I used to kiss your willy.  
 
FATHER And I do. I bit your bum. 
 
AN OTHER They have said this over and over. You’ve heard it enough. 
 
SON My life has been a waste. 
 
FATHER What about your job in the city? 
 
SON There is no job in the city.  
 
FATHER You mean you just drive around in the beamer all day? 
 
SON I can’t drive. 
 
FATHER There’s no need though is there what with Wilkins permanently on 
call? 
 
SON There is no Wilkins. I live in a hostel. 
 
FATHER Do they allow dogs? 
 
SON Dogs? 
 
FATHER Bingo. Your Rott. 
 
SON No dog. 
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 FATHER It was all lies? 
 
SON I’ve let you down. I’m sorry. But I’m not hurting you. I’m not ruining 
your lives. 
 
MOTHER You are son. We hate it. Saturday night. Your father talking…shit. 
 
FATHER ‘Yadda yadda ya.’  
 
MOTHER Such utter shit. 
 
FATHER And stuff like this: ‘I saw a woman yesterday, beautiful blonde hair, all 
down her back. None on her head but all down her back.’ 
 
MOTHER And we laugh. Don’t we? 
 
FATHER How we laugh. 
 
MOTHER But it is never funny. We wait. We just wait. Surely this is the time. 
 
FATHER It is, son. 
 
MOTHER And then it will have passed. 
 
FATHER When you have made an end. 
 
MOTHER Let us go. 
 
FATHER We deserve it. 
 
MOTHER Burn the whole thing.  Now. Please. I’m asking you as your mother. Do 
it for me. If you ever loved me. I’m so tired of all these Saturday 
nights. So very tired. 
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 FATHER What’s that? Tired you say? (He yawns and stretches ridiculously.) Me 
too. 
 
MOTHER Not ‘tired’. I’m tired of all this…fucking shit. Think, son. Think about 
us. Think about the better times. You must know that this has to end. It 
must. And you must end it. Now. For all of us. No one else can do it. 
 
SON I want to. 
 
MOTHER Then do so. Please. And then it will have passed. 
 
THE MOTHER hands the petrol can to THE SON. THE SON looks at THE MOTHER,  
the can and around the room. Pause. 
 
SON I can’t. I’m sorry. 
 
THE SON puts the can down and sits on the floor drawing his knees up to his chest. 
 
MOTHER I loved him you know. Me. His mother. I gave birth to him. My only 
child. 
 
FATHER I know my love. I loved him too. I was his father. 
 
MOTHER When they laid him across my breast he looked like a rat. I thought I’d 
given birth to a rat and I cried. I didn’t cry because of that. I cried 
because I was the happiest I’d ever been. He was mine. I thought even 
if he is a rat I will love him. Because he’s mine. Before this moment he 
didn’t exist. I have made him. I looked at him and I thought I have 
made you and you will do great things. Even if that only means that I 
will love as I’ve never loved before. You will make me great. 
 
FATHER I came to the hospital with holes in my trousers. And a cheap bunch of 
flowers. I glowed all the way there. And you, you shone. You were 
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dazzling. The flowers wilted in the face of your beauty. You were like 
a constellation. 
 
MOTHER I remember. We couldn’t speak. 
 
FATHER We just looked at each other. 
 
MOTHER I thought the smile would crack open your face. 
 
FATHER It was the happiest, proudest day of my life. 
 
MOTHER That was love. 
 
FATHER I’ve known nothing like it since. 
 
MOTHER He doesn’t understand how I’ve loved him. From the moment I saw 
him. How I’ve ached when he was unhappy. Cried when he cried, 
laughed when he laughed even if I didn’t know the reason why. 
Especially then. Once, when he was about three years old he woke 
from sleep howling. I thought some animal was dying somewhere in 
unbearable pain. But it was him, my son, waking up and coming back 
to all this. This life that I had given him. From that day I decided that 
he would never again wake into this on his own. I would be there for 
him always. 
 
FATHER And I my love. 
 
MOTHER You know he thinks we are stupid. He thinks all I do is watch TV, 
drink tea. And he thinks that you are an idiot, that you live for Saturday 
night when we have to do those things to each other. He doesn’t know 
us. He doesn’t know that we are people. He thinks we don’t feel. How 
sad for a son not to know his parents. I would have done anything for 
him. 
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FATHER I know. So would I. But we can’t. He won’t let us. 
 
MOTHER If only once he were to look at me. Really look at me. Maybe he would 
see that I am actually a person. That I feel. 
 
FATHER We shouldn’t expect anything. We brought him into the world and we 
did our best. 
 
MOTHER Did we? Did we really? I don’t know anymore. 
 
FATHER Of course we did. 
 
MOTHER He doesn’t think so. He doesn’t know us. He doesn’t love us. He 
doesn’t know love. 
 
FATHER Then that’s his tragedy. 
 
MOTHER Is it? Isn’t it rather ours?  
 
Beat. 
 
FATHER I think he’s crying. 
 
MOTHER We’re all crying. The house is crying. 
 
AN OTHER Look at them. 
 
MOTHER Maybe he’s been working too hard. 
 
FATHER Too many breakfast meetings? 
 
MOTHER Make him laugh. 
 
FATHER How? 
 95
 MOTHER Tell him a joke. 
 
FATHER What joke? 
 
MOTHER Your best one. 
 
FATHER My best one is so old. 
 
MOTHER He may not have heard it. 
 
FATHER No? Ok. This’ll be good. (Beat.) There was this man, right, who 
thought he knew what love was.  
 
MOTHER Oh I do like this one. It’s old but funny. 
 
FATHER And he should have known better. His parents had loved him, you 
know, brought him up well, but he was wrong, inside, you know. 
(Smiling.) So anyway, one day he just stopped and went somewhere 
else. He just disappeared. (Smiling more.) But the thing was… 
(Giggles.) The thing was, he took his parents with him… (Giggles.) 
this idea of his parents and…(Giggles.) I can’t…  
 
MOTHER (Giggles.) Go on, you can. 
 
FATHER He made them do and say things. Stuff they’d never do or say. 
(Giggles.) And get this… (Giggles.) …a small part of them was there 
the whole time. Just a trace. 
 
MOTHER (Giggles.) They knew? 
 
FATHER (Starting to laugh.) They knew what he thought. Can you believe it?
  
MOTHER (Starting to laugh.) They lived it.  
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 FATHER And the funniest thing was… (Laughing harder.) …the funniest 
thing… 
 
MOTHER (Laughing.) Go on. 
 
FATHER The funniest thing was…they volunteered. Because… (Laughing.) …I 
can’t… 
 
MOTHER (Laughing.) Go on, you’re nearly there. 
 
FATHER Because…they loved him. (Laughs hysterically.) 
 
MOTHER (Laughing hysterically, too.) Loved him! Can you imagine? 
 
FATHER I told you it’d be good. 
 
MOTHER And you were right. 
 
FATHER The old ones really are the best. 
 
THE MOTHER and THE FATHER wipe their eyes and their laughter subsides. AN  
OTHER has been smiling and laughing along with THE MOTHER and THE  
FATHER. Suddenly his face falls. Beat. 
 
AN OTHER I don’t get that. I don’t get that at all. 
 
SON I do. And I love you. 
 
AN OTHER Show them. 
 
SON No one else has ever loved me. Apart from you. But this isn’t you. Is 
it? 
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MOTHER Not really. 
 
SON This is not you. You’re not here. You’re not saying these things. I 
think I’ve stopped. I don’t know when. And I came here. I don’t know 
how. I came here to something that wasn’t ugly. But it’s worse. These 
things that pretend to talk and pretend to be something. This isn’t my 
home. That’s not a door. That’s not a window. These walls are not 
walls. You are not my mom. And you are not my dad. (Beat.) This 
isn’t real. This is not even my voice. These are not my words. You’re 
not here. Only I am here. In this home that is not my home with my 
parents who are not my parents. I’m not staying here. My mom and 
dad aren’t like that. And I don’t want to be like this. Who is speaking 
this? I don’t know how I got here. I’m here. I’m here and we do this. 
We do this thing called ‘loving’ but it hurts. Because I don’t know 
what loving is. I think I’m lost and it hurts. It hurts so much. So I’ll do 
it. I’ll do it and it will end. 
 
THE SON gets up and almost in a daze picks up the petrol can and begins to soak the  
room. 
 
SON I’ll burn this. Release them. They are not this. They are loving. They 
are not all this. They never were. This is all a lie. I should never have 
come. They deserve better. If I’m lost I’ll be lost somewhere else. And 
if I stay lost I’ll make sure they are not lost with me. 
 
THE SON pours the remainder of the petrol over his head, soaking himself, the can  
falls from his hands. 
 
SON You are not my parents. 
 
MOTHER No. We never were. Not really. And thank God.  
 
SON This is the right thing to do? 
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MOTHER It is. This is the right thing to do. (To THE FATHER.) Isn’t it? 
 
FATHER Yes. 
 
SON There will be no more Saturday nights. Not here. 
 
MOTHER Thank you.  
 
SON Not like this. 
 
MOTHER You know what this means?  
 
FATHER What? 
 
MOTHER It’s Sunday morning. 
 
FATHER For the first time. 
 
MOTHER And the last. I’m so happy. 
 
SON None of this 
 
FATHER Kiss me my love. 
 
SON will remain. 
 
MOTHER So happy. Finally. 
 
SON None of this 
 
FATHER We are happy. 
 
SON will happen again. 
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FATHER Because even this is now passing. 
 
MOTHER As we said it would. 
 
AN OTHER Cigar? 
 
FATHER Great. 
 
AN OTHER Do you? 
 
MOTHER Do you know, since it’s a special occasion I think I will.  
 
AN OTHER lights THE FATHER’S and THE MOTHER’S cigar and then his own.  
They smoke. 
 
SON Goodbye. 
 
AN OTHER How’s the cigar? 
 
MOTHER Tip fucking top. 
 
FATHER Oh, I like that. I do like that. 
 
They laugh. AN OTHER throws the match at the feet of THE SON. Fire. 
 
Blackout. 
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THREE 
 
Another time, another place. 
 
Hazy light. 
 
 
SON This is me. This voice is my voice apparently. This is how I sound. I can hear 
my own voice. It doesn’t sound like me. Not the me I thought I was. Not the 
me I thought I was for a long time. It sounds…strange. But I’ll get used to it. 
That’s what I’ve been told: ‘You’ll get used to it, Michael.’ That’s my name 
now. Michael. But I can be called Mike if I want, or Mikey, or Mick. One of 
the girls who works here calls me Micky. ‘Morning Micky, how’s my little 
mouse this morning?’ I’m not a mouse. She says she knows that but that I am 
as quiet as one. It doesn’t matter that I’m quiet. Some people are loud, as loud 
as two people. Some people can be loud enough for all of us. And some 
people are quiet. I’m one of the quiet ones. But not as quiet as some. Some are 
really quiet. But I guess they’re just…somewhere else. Maybe they’re not 
being quiet somewhere else but I can’t hear them because I’m not somewhere 
else, I’m here.  
 
 I am happy here too. I feel happy. I remember how that used to feel. Like 
being on holiday. I feel warm and lazy. Not hot. You can feel too hot, some 
people like that, but I like to feel just warm enough. If I wanted now I could 
just sit on a beach and read a book, drink sweet tea from styrofoam cups. I 
could just go somewhere, somewhere warm, with a beach, and I could buy a 
book and go and sit on the beach and read it. Or not read it. I wouldn’t have to 
read it, I could lay it over my face or rest my head on it. I could drift right 
away, without even having to go into the sea. I might just do that. I could do. I 
could do anything. And I might. When they say I can. 
 
 Apparently it’s like breaking a leg. You need time to heal. Time to recover. 
And then you might have to learn to do things all over again. It takes time. 
Apparently. 
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 I had my first proper conversation today. I spoke to someone. And it was easy. 
She was a little bit…strange. It’s ok to say strange isn’t it? Everyone is a little 
bit strange. That’s what is so good about life, isn’t it? It takes all sorts. 
Anyway, I was waiting somewhere. It must have been a bus stop because I 
remember I was looking at departure times: 12.03, 12.23 and 12.43 then at the 
same minutes past the hour until 19.00. Also my palm had loose change in it, 
£1.70. Out of nowhere she came right up to me talking immediately as if we 
had been talking together all the time. She said ‘I used to live around here. I 
hated it, the people, the place, the smell, the noise. Horrible place.’ At first I 
thought she couldn’t have been talking to me because I was fairly sure I didn’t 
know her and that I’d never even seen her before but I looked around and 
there was no one else there and also she was staring right at me. I think I said 
something like ‘Oh. Oh dear.’ And then with barely a pause I think I said 
‘Where do you live now?’ ‘Worcester,’ she said. ‘And I hate it there too.’ 
Maybe two seconds, possibly three went by and then I asked her a question. 
We were talking you see. She was saying things that I listened to and then I 
said things that she listened to and then she said some other things. Each time 
different things but somehow related. I said ‘Why did you move?’ She said ‘I 
was getting into bad things around here. Witchcraft. But then a friend said that 
God might have a different purpose for me, so I moved to Worcester.’ She 
seemed willing to keep talking. I mean, I didn’t have to do much. She said 
‘My niece was going to go and have her Tarot cards read so I prayed and her 
feet swelled up and she couldn’t go. I’ve been declared dead three times. Do 
you want the 72?’ I shook my head. She said ‘Bye then, nice talking to you.’ 
And she jumped on the bus. It was nice talking to me. For her. She didn’t have 
to say that and I hadn’t really done much talking, I’d mainly smiled and 
nodded but she thought it was nice. And I thought ‘I can do this. Things are 
going to be ok.’ I watched the bus pull away and then looked at my watch. It 
was 12.04. There’d be another one in 19 minutes. I wasn’t in any rush. The 
sun had just come out and I felt warm. 
  
 That was my first conversation. It didn’t hurt nearly so much as I thought it 
might. I’m learning. 
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 They say my parents have been to see me almost every day. They say they 
must really love me. 
 
 They say that Dad brings me the paper every day and reads out the jokes. They 
say Mom sits holding my hand or running her hands through my hair. When 
my temperature was at its highest she stayed all night. 
 
 I don’t know about that. I don’t remember much. It’s ok not to remember 
everything. In fact some things are even better forgotten. Apparently. 
 
 They are coming again today. Between four and six. 
 
 I’d really like to go to the beach. Drink sweet tea from styrofoam cups. Lie 
down with a book across my face, or under my head, the sun warming me all 
over and drift away. I could drift away completely. But I wouldn’t. I’d come 
back. Because I like it here. Because people love me here. There are people 
who love and care for me. Here. Where I am. I’ve been told that. Mom and 
Dad for instance. They knew I would come out the other side. They knew it 
would pass. And it has.  
 
 Does that sound strange? 
 
 Do I? 
 
Lights fade. 
 
 
END. 
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